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the less trouble would they take to hurt others, and the
sounder Soamcs cou]d sleep by night. Still sensation-
hunting had become a disease, in his opinion, and no
one was being inoculated for it, so far as he could see !
As the weeks went on and the cases before it in the List
went off, the ' circus ' they were proposing to make of
his daughter appeared to him more and more monstrous.
He had an instinctive distrust of Scotchmen—they called
themselves Scotsmen nowadays, as if it helped their char-
acter !—they never let go, and he could not approve in
other people a quality native to himself. Besides,' Scotch-
men ' were so—so exuberant—always cither dour or else
hearty—extravagant chaps! Towards the middle of
March, with the case in the list for the following week, he
took an extreme step and entered the Lobby of the House
of Commons. He had spoken to no one of his determina-
tion to make this last effort, for it seemed to him that all—
Annette, Michael, Fleur herself—had done their best to
spoil the chance of settlement.
Having sent in his card, he waited a long while in that
lofty purlieu. c Lobbying/ he knew the phrase, but had
never realised the waste of time involved in it. The
statues consoled him somewhat. Sir Stafford Northcote
—a steady chap ; at old Forsyte dinner-parties in the
'eighties his character had been as much a standby as the
saddle of mutton. He found even ' that fellow Gladstone '
bearable in stucco, or whatever it was up there. You
might dislike, but you couldn't sneeze at him, as at some of
these modern chaps. He was sunk in coma before Lord
Granville when at last he heard the words :
" Sir Alexander MacGown," and saw a square man with
a ruddy face, stiff black hair, and clipped moustache, coming
between the railings, with a card in his hand.
" Mr. Forsyte ? "

